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	Can We Start Over?

**I was listening to the score,again, when I heard 'Can We Start Over?'. I love this song, it's just combining Hiccup's theme from 'Where's Hiccup' to Valka's from 'Valka's Dragon Sanctuary' and it's just so beautiful. *Fan girl Tears*. Anyways I thought of this story.**

"Hiccup, I don't want to hear it. Not today." Valka stammered as she shut the door of her car. Not only was she late for her rehearsal, but she had to bring her son along. Not that she doesn't love her son, because she really does; just that today was not the day she needed this to happen.

She was getting ready with an hour to spare to the recording session when she got a call from her son's school saying that he had exploded the science class, again. "Mom, It wasn't my fault. I told Snotlout not to put the chloride with the mixture." he explained as they entered the building.

She could have left him at home, but she had no time. "Hiccup...just.. just sit in the recording both with Chris. And don't touch anything. "she ordered as they walked down the hall and reached a door labeled 'Recording Booth One'.

"I'm so sorry, Hiccup had little _incident_ at school" she announced as they entered.

"No problem, had them practice it once without you seemed like a pretty good one. Want to hear it?" He asked

"Yes, now Hiccup go sit on the couch; while I hear this." She said as she sat down

Chris was a nice guy for all it's worth, but Hiccup just didn't seemed interested with this right now. Why would his mom be mad at him for something he didn't do? Snotlout always got him in trouble ever since they had gotten to this city. He grunted as he walked to the couch to see his mom and Chris loading the track. He was about to go lay down the couch when he stopped and listen. Though it was beautiful, as many of his mother's compositions, it seemed a little too choppy; as if it were missing parts. He turned around and looked at the screen above the pair and saw two people hugging for the movie that she was working on, this song seemed a little bit to ruff for that type of music. "Mom, I think.."

"Hiccup, shhh, I'm listening." She said as she gestured her hand back to him.

_Alright then_ he thought as he lifted up his hands and his eyes rolled, then plummeted on the couch. The song ended in which Valka stood up and said "It needs something, oh I know. Just an extra C here and a F# over here, and change this quarter into a half..."

She went saying her changes out loud for about a minute until she took it and walked out to the main area, where the musicians were. She started giving instructions to the musicians, when Hiccup walked towards the door on Chris' left. The door that led to The Piano.

The Piano was large black long tailed Yamaha, he had seen it since his mom started working in this studio for movie scores. He mostly went in there during her recordings, he played around a little with all the keys and even wrote his own melody for his own fictional movies or moments of his own life. He quickly opened the door quietly and slid in, trying not to be seen by Chris. But of course, Chris had known that since they had gotten here, Hiccup wouldn't last long on the couch.

Valka brought up her baton after giving instructions, and the orchestra started. Which Valka started conducting but stopped instantaneously, making the band sound like a car crash mixed with a large _whoop _from the tubas_._ "No, no, no" she muttered as she took out her pencil and started jotting on her paper.

In the mean time, Chris was listening to the room beside him. He had heard Hiccup before, and thought he was pretty good for boy of age 10; he could be as good as his mother in the future. Though what he heard was nothing he had heard before. His composition he seemed to play aligned perfectly with what Valka's was missing. He quickly drew the speakers towards the orchestra and started recording the piano, to project with the orchestra rooms acoustics.

Valka looked up from her paper, along with the others, and turned towards the music booth. Valka looked at Chris, seeing he was pointing to piano room. She looked behind him and saw Hiccup no longer in the couch. "If you'll excuse me." She said as she walks into the booth.

"He just started playing about a second ago and thought it you'd like to hear it. " Chris whispered as Valka walked in silently "Seems like what your missing."

She took a deep breath and looked at the door her son was behind, he sounded great. Why was she so mad at him? She knows her brother's son isn't the best, and he's just trying to fit in. A new school isn't the best either, even more so due to his hormonal behavior. "Hiccup" she asked softly.

He looked around, seeing he couldn't hide, knowing he coulda get into serious trouble. He knew he wasn't supposed to be in there, he was sure his mom would kill him. This was a piano for masters, not some lame hiccup. "Y...yes" he stuttered

The door creaked as she walked in and asked softly "Can you start that over... the song you were just playing?"

Nodding, He paced his fingers on the piano and began to play once more, the same melody. He was surprised as too how attentive Valka was. She sat next to him on the piano bench, and started to add an accompaniment to his piece. Hiccup ended his part as Valka continued a small piece then stopped. "Hiccup, this is perfect!" She exclaimed

"So you're not mad" he asked shyly.

"No, not at all. I love it." She said as she hugged him "It's amazing."

She relaxed him and looked into his eyes, by lifting his chin "What else have you been working on?" She asked

"It's nothing." He said as he took out a piece of paper from his pocket shyly, trying to pertain to minimal eye contact with his mother "I call it 'Forbidden Friendship', I thought of it when I saw this small cat. He was just sitting outside the window of the shelter, when I went to the store I saw it, he looked so known but unknown at the same time. I just thought he looked so lonely, like I am."

She sighed, the move surely hadn't been easy on him. As it had been worse for her. "Oh, Hiccup" she said as she took him into another hug, in a way only a mother could.

"It just that you...you haven't been home much; though you mostly never were before, and you know ever since we moved here and he's just...he's..." He said as he started crying "I miss him" he muttered

"It's okay...it's okay, baby. We all miss him" she whispered as she brushed his hair. She moved his chin up and took away his tears.

"Well" she said removing her own tears "What if we record this song with the accompaniment and we get the cat you wrote that song about."

"Really..." Hiccup asked as though in disbelief, his mother saw the light in his eyes gleam as it had done before they had gotten to this city.

"Why not, the new house does seem a little lonely. Maybe I'll even get a pet of my own, you do know I used to work at a shelter when I was younger."

"Yeah, before you became a high end composer." he said as he flared his hands up in the air, mimicking the waving of a baton.

"So what do you think?" She asked once more, as she chuckled.

"Yes!" He responded excitedly

"Alright then" she stared standing up, getting the remote from the side table and turning on the monitor in front of him. The monitor showed the orchestra and where the conductor should be. "In the thirty -first measure, it's six eight, you enter. Just like you play it as you did before, alright"

"Yep" he responded as he placed his Forbidden Friendship' back in his pocket. He would play that for her later.

He looked at the screen seeing his mom pick up her baton, she seemed happy. It had been a long time since he had seen her like this, but it felt nice having his old mom back. Not the time controlling freak, that was afraid of boats; not that he hated that side if her she was just harder to cooperate with. He surely missed his father, and was sure he was looking at them right now smiling. Since they no longer were in their normal house in the US, but were in England; where his parents had met and his mother's parents were. He looked at the monitor as he counted.

_Five-Six_

_Thir-ty-Three-Four-Five-Six_

_Showtime_

As he played he continued to stare at the screen and when the last note was played he realized

_They were starting over._

**Hey, just dome motherly/son fluff. Stoick is dead in this one-shot. If you'd like me to continue on this topic of one-shots comment below. Though don't expect it consistent since this is my stress relief all my other fics are at climax or at a point which is very dramatic and I can't be worrying about that. I might add some Hiccstrid, or Stalka flashes. If you like review, fav, and follow. GOD BLESS YOU.**

**Let no debt remain outstanding, except the continuing debt to love one another, for whoever loves others has fulfilled the law.**

**Romans 13:8 NIV**


End file.
